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The Comic aII Hifiorie of 

1 got a promife of this faireoneheerc 
To have her love : provided that your fortune 
Atchiev’d her miftres. 

For. Is this true Nerrifla ? 

Ner. Madam it is,lo you ftand pleafd withal!. 

'Sajf. And do you Gratiano mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes faith my Lord. 

Ba(f. Our feaft fhall be much honoured in your manage. 

Gra. Weel play with them the fiift boy for a choufand ducats, 
Ner. What.and (lake down? 

NojWe fliallnere win at that {port and {take downe. 

But who comes heere ? Lorenz,? and his Jnfiddl ? 

W hat, and my old FenecUn friend Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenfo,jeflka,<i«d Salerio ? 
from Venice. 

Taj ft. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither,. 

If that the youth of my new intreft here 
Have power to bid you wdeome : by your leave. 

Ibid ray friends and countreymen, 

Sweet ‘Poma welcome. 

For. So do I my Lord, they are intirely welcome. 

Lor. I thanice your honour;for my part my Lord, 

My parpsfe was not to have feen you here, 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did intreate me paft all faying nay 
To come with him along. 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have realon for it.Signior eAnihomo* 

Commends him to you. 

if ajf Ere I ope his Letter 
I pray you tell me how my good Friend doth. 

Sal. Hot ficlc my Lord,unleffe it be in mind, 

Nor weiljUnldfe in mind ; his letter there 
W ill fhe.w you hs eftate. °P eH t,u “ tter * 

Gra. Nerrijja .cheer yond ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio, whats the ne wes from V mice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant geo A Anthomo l 
I know he will be glad oi our iucce fle. 
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the (JMerchant of Venice. 

Wc arc the lafons,vrt have woanethe fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 

For. There arc feme ftirewd contents in yond fame paper. 
That fteales the colour from BaJJanio’s cheeke. 

Some decre friend dead,elfe nothing in the world 

Could turne fo much the conftitution 

Ofany conflant man : what worfc and worfe ? 

W ith leave Bajfanio I am halfe your felfe, 

And I muft have the halfe ofany thing 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleafant'ft words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 

When I did firft impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ranne in my veines,I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true ;and yet deere Lady 
Rating my felfe at nothing, you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggarr,when I told you 
My ftate was nothing, I fhould then have fold you 
That I was worfe then nothing ; for indeed 
I have ingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, 

Ingag’d my friend to bis meere enemie. 

To feed my meancs. Here is a Letter Lady, 

The Paper as the body ofmy friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound 
I fitting life bloud. But is it true Salerio , 

Hath all his ventures fail’d, what not one hit ? 

From Tripe lie, from CMexico and England, 

From LubonfBarbary, and India , 

And not one Veffell fcape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? 

0 Sal. Not one my Lord. 

Befide$,it fhould appeare,thatif he had 
The prefent money to difeharge the lew. 

He would nottake it : never did I know 
A creature that did beare the fhape of man 
50 keen and greedy to confound a man. 
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